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Joyous Christmas 


“Joy to the world, the Lord is come!” 

Soon the joyous Christmas anthems will be heard in every church 
in Christendom. What a wonderful way to close the old year! Last 
New Year’s Day we were all looking forward to the joys and the bles. 
ings of the year 1949. These have come to us, perhaps many more than 
we ever dreamed could come to us, and now with the celebration of the 
birth of Christ we are again expressing our thanks to an ever-loving 
Father. 

We are thanking Him for loving parents, comfortable homes, warm 
clothing, abundant nourishing food, pleasant surroundings, kind teacher, 
happy playmates, the help He has given us in learning lessons, controlling 
our temper, overcoming our shyness, learning to love and to share— 
for all the blessings we have received through the year! 

You may think of these blessings as coming from your parents, 
teachers, and friends; or you may even say to yourself: ‘‘Why, I did it my- 
self;.I1 earned my bicycle, or my violin, or my fountain pen.” “I studied 
hard and passed my tests in school. I did it all myself!” In one way this 
is very true, and we are proud of every one of you and rejoice with yu 
over every bit of progress you have made this year. But do we really @ 
these things ourselves? Is it not true that the health, the strength, the 
wisdom, the understanding that make these blessings possible come to 
us from God? 

Long centuries ago God sent His only-begotten Son, our Lord and 
Saviour Jesus Christ, to teach us that He is our Father and that we may 
receive these blessings by turning to Him in faith and trust. One of the 
most important things Jesus said to the people of His time and to usis: 
= _ of myself do nothing.” “The Father abiding in me doeth his 
works.” 

So this joyous Christmas season we lift our hearts to Him in gratitude 
for the gift of His Son and the Truth that He taught that God is out 
Father from whom all blessings flow. 

May your Christmas be filled with joy! 


Editor. 
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Star 


By Kathryn S. Gibson 


Come close while I tell you a story 
Of a long, long time ago; 

Of a baby in a manger 
And a bright star hanging low. 


Now the baby’s name was Jesus; 

And the star shone clear and bright 
To tell all men of Jesus’ birth 

And guide them through the night. 


The shepherds came from near-by hills 
And Wise Men from afar, 

They came to worship Jesus, 
For they had seen His star. 


The angels’ song of peace, good will, 
Rang from the sky above; 

And over all the still, bright star 
Told the story of God’s love. 


Oh, each of us may be a star 
And tell of Jesus too 

By every little word we say 

And everything we do! 
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on 
CROOKED STREET 


By Olive Rambo Cook oe 

“ O GIFTS, no tree, no anything!” 

Miserably Bruce turned the. thought 
over and over in his mind, hardly hearing his 
little sister Minette as she skipped along beside 
him, laughing and talking about her day at kin- 
dergarten. For last night Mother had told him 
that she could not manage to have a tree this 
year—just a good dinner, that was all. “It won't 
even seem like Christmas,” he mumbled to him- 
self. 
. His lips set into a grim line as he and Minette 
: turned the corner into Crooked Street, for ever 
since they had moved here last fall he had hated 
the narrow street that wound across the railroad 
tracks and lost itself along the river. He hated 
the dingy stores and cluttered old houses that 
lined it. He almost hated the two little rooms 
where they lived, behind cross old Mr. Tuley’s 
Tin Shop, even though Mother kept them clean 
and shining. 

But most of all it seemed to Bruce that he dis- 
liked Tuffy Berlowitz. Tuffy lived upstairs over 
Parker’s Shoe Repair, right across the . street. 
Sometimes he went to school and sometimes he 
didn’t, but at four o'clock he usually managed to 
be waiting for Bruce and Minette to yell, “Baby 
sitter! Baby sitter!” with a taunting grin. 
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STARS 


Those were the times Bruce forgot that Mother 
said it helped her more than anything he could do 
to look after Minette while she worked at the 
cleaning shop, and that he must not fight with 
Tuffy Berlowitz. He must love him, she said 
Love Tuffy Berlowitz, when all Tuffy understood 
was a punch in the nose! 

“Christmas!” Bruce muttered again under his 
breath. “Peace on earth! Huh! And half the folks 
on Crooked Street scrapping and arguing and 
calling names. Phooey!” 

He trudged along silently, glumly. “Can't even 
have a little Christmas tree,” he thought resent 
fully as a big truck load of Christmas trees slowed 
down for a rough place in the pavement. The 
freshly cut evergreens were piled high on the 
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truck, and their fragrant, piny odor floated like 
incense on the air. Bruce and Minette looked at 
them longingly. If they could only have one of 
them, just one little tree to put in the room be- 
hind Mr. Tuley’s Tin Shop! Bruce squeezed 
Minette’s hand until it hurt. 

And then—right in front of them—the un- 
believable happened. The truck jolted roughly 
and a tree toppled off into the street and fell 


against the sidewalk almost at their feet! For a 
second Bruce was stunned, but as the truck rum- 
bled on he darted forward quickly and picked up 
the tree. 

A Christmas tree! He had it in his hands! He 
was almost breathless with joy. Madly his 
thoughts raced round and round, for even in the 
noise and confusion of Crooked Street Bruce 
heard a little inner voice. It was not his tree, but 
the man in the truck would never know he had it! 
He'd never miss it. Bruce looked down the street, 
and less than half a block away he saw the truck 
had stopped for the red traffic light. With a tor- 
mented cry Bruce threw the tree on his shoulder 
and began running. Minette tried to follow. Peo- 
ple dodged out of their way angrily. But panting 


and yelling, Bruce made it just as the light 
changed to green. 

“Hey, you!” he screamed as the truck started 
forward. “You lost—a tree!” The driver gave a 
surprised glance at Bruce, saw the tree, and 
slowed his truck for an instant. A quick grin 
spread over his round face as he leaned out of the 
cab window and called back: 

“Keep it, sonny. It’s all yours—and a merry 
Christmas!” With a friendly wave of his hand he 
was gone. 

“Can you—believe it?” Bruce looked at Mi- 
nette. He looked at the tree. He felt as if he 
would suddenly burst with happiness! 

“That was Santa Claus in the truck!’’ Minette 
said breathlessly. “I know it was.” Her blue eyes 
were big and round, and she jumped up and 
down on the sidewalk. 

In utter astonishment they stood the tree on 
the pavement and looked at it. It was taller than 
Bruce, and there were tiny brown cones clinging 
to its branches. And believe it or not, still safely 
anchored between two lower limbs was a tiny 
bird’s nest! 

“Gifts on it already!”’ Bruce could hardly spe 
for the lump of happiness in his throat. 

They felt the soft grass lining of the nest. 
They looked with wonder at the small cones. 
The tree was their very own. Carefully Bruce — 
shouldered it again, and they proudly started 
home. 

“Look, look, Mr. Tuley, we got a Christmas 
tree! Gifts on it too!” Minette sang out joyously 
when they got to the tin shop. 

“An’ how you get it?” Mr. Tuley asked sharp- 
ly, without looking up from the piece of tin he 
was cutting. But as Bruce and Minette told their 
story some of the lines of worry smoothed out of 
Mr. Tuley’s face and a little smile tucked up the 
corners of his mouth. “Your Christmas tree must 
have star,” he said and took a piece of shiny new 
tin and with a few deft clips of the tin snips he 
cut out a star. Then he slipped it into a machine 
and crinkled it around the edges so that it caught 
and held every ray of light. He fastened it firmly 
to the tip of the topmost branch and then stood 
back to look at it. It was a lovely star! 

“You know, the Christmas star, it still say, 
‘Peace on earth, goot vill to men,’ chust the same 
as always.” He spoke earnestly. “An’ that mean 
all men everywhere—in the whole world.” He 


turned to Bruce, and Bruce felt a strange new joy 
in his heart. 


December 


J 
(2 | 
7 g 
Mother | 
ould do 
1 at the 
ht with 
e said. 
Jerstood 
der his 
he folks 
ing and 
an’t even 
t resent 
slowed 
ent. The 
5 


Morning Prayer 
By Florence Taylor 


God bless our home 
And each one in it; 
May we find joy 
In every minute. 


“The star shines so bright, 
Mr. Tuley, it makes me all hap- 
py inside,” said Minette. 

“It makes me happy too.” 
Mr. Tuley smiled again as he 
turned to his work. 

“First the tree and then the 
star.” Bruce shook his head in 
amazement as he carried the 
green tree into their living 
room. “Won't Mom be sur- 
prised?” He filled a bucket with 
water and placed the tree in it. 
Mom was surprised, and a 
see glad look almost as 

right as the star spread over 
her face as Bruce and Minette 
told their story over again. 

The next evening Bruce and 
Minette raced home to see the 
tree. It filled the little room 
with a sweet, fresh fragrance. 

“I wish we had something 
pretty to tie on it,” Bruce said 
thoughtfully, “something bright 
or shiny.” Suddenly he hurried 
into the tin shop. “Oh, Mr. 
Tuley, do you have a pair of tin 
snips I could borrow? Maybe I 
can make decorations out of tin 
cans we've saved.” 

“You chust bet I have.” Mr. 
Tuley found a pair of tin snips 
that were just the size for Bruce 
to use and gave him some scraps 
of tin. His mouth smiled up at 
the corners again, and a twinkly 


6 December 


look came into his eyes. Bruce 
smiled back. 

“Let’s cut out a star for Mr. 
Santa Claus that gave us the 
tree and one for Mr. Tuley,” 
Minette suggested as Bruce be- 
gan working, “and let’s put 
their names on them.” 

In no time at all they had cut 
out two small silver stars. Bruce 
made a hole in one point of 
each star with the ice pick, and 
Minette tied on a short piece of 
green thread and pasted a small 
piece of paper in the center of 
the star. Bruce printed a name 
on each star. 

“The tree looks like the night 
with stars against the dark sky,” 
Bruce said happily as they tied 
the stars on the tree. 

“Oh, Bruce, let’s make more 
stars. Make one for Mommy 
and one for you and one for 
me! And please cut out one and 
put my teacher’s name on it, and 
make one for Josephine and one 
for Tippy Schuch and——” 

“Wait a minute, wait a min- 
ute,” Bruce laughed; “that’s a 
big order. I want to cut out a 
few stars for my friends too.” 

They cut and pasted and tied 
until Bruce’s fingers ached and 
the scraps of tin were all gone. 
Then he began using tin cans, 
and some of these were yellow 
inside and gave a golden light. 


And each little star had a name. 


on it and the tree grew brighter 
and lovelier as each new star 
was added. It twinkled and it 
glistened. 

Even Mr. Tuley had to come 
back to see how it was looking. 

“It is a luffly tree you haf 
made it. The stars dey shine and 
tvinkle like real almost. And 
what is.this? My name on a 
star? Ach, this the first remem- 
brance I’ve had on a tree since 


I was a liddle boy.” His faded - 


eyes had a faraway look in 


them, and he held the little sta; 
close in his hand. He was 4 
different Mr. Tuley. ‘I vonder” 
—he looked hesitatingly a 
Bruce and Minette—“if I cut 


_ out a star and print on the name 


of my brudder could—could | 


maybe hang it on the tree by my _ 


star almost? Then maybe it 
seem like it used to be vhen ve 
vas children. So long I have not 
heard from him in old country.” 

“Yes, yes,” Bruce and Mi 
nette answered quickly. 

So Mr. Tuley cut out a star 
and printed the name of his 
brother on it. His fingers trem- 
bled as he tied it beside his own. 
Then for a moment he bowed 
his head and breathed a little 
prayer. “Tank you.” He smiled 


tenderly and went back to his 


dusty little shop. 

Bruce gave a long, happy 
sigh. “Why, Mr. Tuley is grand 
when you know him. He’s-not 
cranky at all. He was so pleased 
about the star. Maybe it would 
help other folks along the street 
if they knew someone remem- 
bered to put a star for them on 
a Christmas tree.” 

“Mrs. Johnson and Mrs. Sa 
linas—they fuss every time they 
meet. We'll have to put their 
stars far apart,” Minette said. 

“No, we won't.” Bruce gave 
a determined nod. “We'll put 
them on the same side and let 
them shine together.” 

“Will you make one for Tuf 
fy Berlowitz?” Minette asked. 


Bruce’s face turned red and 
his brown eyes snapped. He had 
almost forgotten Tuffy since he 
began making the stars. Tuffy 
hadn’t been waiting to taunt 
him either, which was vety 
strange. “I'll think about it,” 
Bruce answered gruffly. He 
did think about it, even when 
he didn’t want to. He wished 
Minette hadn’t mentioned it. 
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Soon people began knocking 
at the door, asking to see the 
tree with stars. Minette’s teach- 
er brought the kindergarten. 
Bruce’s classmates from the 
sixth grade came to see the tree, 
and everyone wanted his name 
on a star. There were so many 
stars that Bruce put some of 
them on a table by the tree. 
There never was a tree quite so 
beautiful, quite so friendly. It 
almost seemed to speak. 

It was Mr. Tuley who sug- 
gested the change one evening. 


“I chust don’t know how to 
put it. But the people are stop- 
ping here all times the day, big 
folks and liddle vones, while 
you at school, asking vhere the 
tree vith the stars, an’ is there 
vone for me? I cannot answer. 
They so disappointed. It seem 
they have feeling this no ordi- 
nary tree. It different. It belong 
to everybody because it have so 
many names on stars. Ach! I 
bungle it so.” He stammered. 
“Vhat I vant to say is, if you 
feel that you can part with your 
luffy tree, you can have my 
front window to put it in so all 
can see any time. You tink it 
over.” He turned quickly away. 


The very thought brought an 
aching loneliness to Bruce’s 
heart. Give up the tree? It had 
turned their bare little room in- 
to a place of beauty. It had 
brought them friends. He 
looked at Minette, and he saw 
two big tears roll down her 
cheeks. His own eyes grew misty 
and his throat hurt. “It’s ours, 
Minette. We worked to make it 
pretty and we won't stick it in 
that old window with wrenches 
and pipe. We've got it and we'll 
keep it. So there!” 

Minette gave a quivering 
sigh, and the room was quiet 
for a long, long time.. Bruce 
looked at the little tree and saw 


again the happiness in the eyes 


of the Brown twins when they | 


found their two golden stars 
tied close to each other on the 
same branch; the proud glow on 
the face of old Mrs. Wong 
when she found stars for the 
Wong family; the tender, ra- 
diant look on the faces of Mr. 
and Mrs. Kohler, who came to- 
gether, and when they touched 
their star said something soft 
and reverent in a language 
Bruce could not understand; 
and the kindergarten—a whole 
roomful of eager, happy faces 
—and his own classmates, inter- 
ested and friendly. 

He remembered too the 
round smiling face of the truck 
driver who had given them this 
merry Christmas. 


Bruce looked at the little 
stars with a new feeling. They 
were more than stars; they were 
the people on Crooked Street; 
they were his friends. Then he 
looked at the big star with its 
crinkled edges, which shone so 
steadfast from the topmost 
branch. “Peace, good will to 
men.” Bruce heard again Mr. 
Tuley’s earnest voice: ‘And 
that means all men _ every- 
where.” The strange new joy 
warmed his heart again. 


“All men everywhere,” Bruce 
whispered to himself. Then he 
hugged his little sister tight 
against him. “We must share 
the tree, Minette,” he said husk- 
ily. “We can still keep it in our 
hearts.” He took her hand and 
they walked into the shop. 

Mr. Tuley fairly glowed, he 
was so happy. “Right now ve 
take out the pipe and such and 
make it fit for the liddle tree. 
Ach! This the finest ting ever 
to happen on Crooked Street!” 

The news spread. Marya 
Dolohov came to help wash the 
window. The Brown twins 


Evening Prayer 
By Florence Taylor 


Thank You, God, 
For time to rest, 
For all the ways 
In which I’m blessed. 


brought some soap. Mrs. Wong 
brought a clean white cloth to 
wrap around the bucket and a 
clean white sheet to spread un- 
derneath the tree. 

Everyone wanted to help. It 
was their tree; was not their 
name upon a star? And Ange- 
lina and Pepito Salinas from the 
sixth grade brought a box that 
they held carefully on their laps 
until the little tree had been 
placed in the window. Then 
from the box they took beauti- 
ful hand-carved figures that 
their grandfather had made 
years and years ago in Mexico. 
They arranged them carefully 
under the tree. First there was 
Joseph and Mary, looking at the 
baby Jesus lying in a manger. 
Back of this they placed the ani- 
mals—a donkey, a cow, and a 
little calf. In front of the man- 
ger, kneeling in worship, was a 
group of shepherds. 

“That chust make it perfect,” 
Mr. Tuley said brokenly as he 
looked at the little figures. 

And all the stars that the lit- 
tle tree could not hold were laid 
around the figures, sparkling 
and shining like new snow. 

“Why—why, it’s like a pic- 
ture in a frame,” Bruce gasped 
in surprise as he and Minette 

(Please turn to page 28) 
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Happy Christmas, 


By Lawrent Lee 


NDY Van Orden 
believed that all 
the happiness had 
gone out of Christ- 
mas. But he was 
ashamed to tell what 
had ruined it for him. 
So many things 
should have made 
him happy, like go- 
ing to Dallas tomor- 
row to spend the 
holidays with his 
Aunt Katharine and 
his cousins, where he 
always had a good 
time. Each day his 
grandfather had 
asked him what he 
wanted to find 
marked for him un- 
der the tree. “Anything will be all right,” he had 
answered, but he was only being polite and 
friendly. 

“Oh, come now,” his grandfather urged him. 
“There must be something special you want.” 

Andy shook his head and tried to smile. What 
he wanted for himself cost too much. He would 
not tell anyone about it, and he did not expect 
to get it until he was big enough to earn the 
money to buy it. But he wanted it so much that 
he believed nothing else could matter to him. 
Besides he had not yet found a gift for his grand- 
father. 

Then Mr. Van Orden took him and his friend 
David to the hardware store; and he saw the big 
screw driver. 

“That’s what I’m going to get Grandfather for 
Christmas!” he whispered to David. “Most of 
our tools are worn out.” 

Mr. Van Orden was at the counter buying nails 
and screws to repair a gate. The boys sidled 
farther away from him so that he would not 
hear them. Andy said: “He can stand anywhere 
around a piece of machinery and stick this screw 
driver in and tighten things without bending. 
He'll like it!” 

“It costs two dollars,” David cautioned him. 


Copyright 1949 by the author 


Picture by Florence McCurdy 


“O. K.,’’ said 
Andy. “You remem. 
ber the big tool board 
fastened on the wall 
behind the work- 
bench? He’s marked 
the spot on it where 
he says we'll bore a 
hole to stick in the 
biggest screw driver 
we can find. This is 
it!” 

He pulled out his 
money pouch. He 
knew what was in it 
—two dollars and 

 fifty-nine cents. He 
counted out two dol- 
lars and shoved it to- 
ward the clerk. 

When he thought 

how much his grandfather would like the screw 
driver, his own eyes shone; but he could not keep 
from telling himself: “’This’ll make Grandfather 
happy. But it’d take a hundred times as much to 
make me happy!” 

Somberly he watched the clerk wrap his gift 
in strong brown paper. Why did he have to set 
his heart on one thing when it was so very ex- 
pensive! He took the package and pushed one 
end of it up the wide sleeve of his overcoat. He 
thrust the other end into his pocket. His arm 
covered it, and even his grandfather’s keen eyes 
could not see it. 

“Come on,” he said to David and started 
across the store. “There’s something in here I 
want you to see.” 

They stopped in a doorway cut in a low patti- 
tion that shut off one corner; and Andy’s face 
filled with deep, glowing delight. 

“A model workshop!” David exclaimed. “Look 
at that lathe! And that eight-inch saw! A fellow 
could make anything with this power plant—if 
he didn’t cut off his head! And a disk sander! 
I've always wanted a drill press, and this vertical 
one’s a honey! But it'll be a long time before 
we're good enough to use the horizontal one.” 

They circled the place, talking about the things 
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_ long »before they 


they would like to- make if they had the use 
of the shop. They were beside the motor when 
Mr. Van Orden came in. 

“I knew where to find you,” he said jovially. 
“Andy’d walk a mile to spend five minutes here.” 

“T surely would!” Andy agreed. 

Reluctantly he turned away from the display 
of gleaming hand tools. At the back of the work- 
bench was a stand that held a set of bits of 
different sizes, and hanging above it was a hand- 
some steel brace. Seeing them reminded him that 
their own brace and bits were small and worn. 
He frowned. He wanted to put the screw driver 
in the tool board and then take his grandfather 
to see it, but their bits would not make a hole 
big enough for it. 

As they started for the door, Mr. Van Orden 
asked, “Do you boys 
see anything you 
want for Christmas?” 

David answered 
with a laugh, “Most 
anything here would 
suit me!” 

Andy said nothing 
because he was try- 
ing to figure out some 
way to make the hole 
for the screw driver. 

Outside the snow 
lay hard-packed in 
the roadway, soiled 
by the tires of many 
cars; but it was not 


reached the highway, 
where fields of white 
snow stretched all around them. Mr. Van Orden 
drove, his bundles on the floor beside him. The 
boys were in the back seat. 

Andy nudged David and whispered: “I need 
a big bit. Does your father have one he'd let 
me use?” 

David nodded. “He got some oversized ones 
last week. I'll ask him when you let me out.” 

Andy’s heart leaped. If he could make his 
grandfather happy with the gift he had bought 
for him, Christmas might not be too bad. 

He called eagerly, “Grandfather, can we stop 
a minute at David's?” 

“I'm taking them their mail,” Mr. Van Orden 
hea “I picked it up with mine at the post 
office.” 


Andy snuggled into his corner and smiled; but 
when David asked his father about the tools 
Mr. Harrison said: “I’m sorry, Son. I took them 
back. The bits didn’t fit my brace.” 

Andy rode the rest of the way home on the 
front seat beside his grandfather, the bundles 
heaped at his feet. He thought gloomily: “If I 
had that workshop, I could cut that hole easy 
as a knife going through butter. But I don’t! This 
is the Christmas when everything goes wrong!” 

“How long before we start for Aunt Kath- 
arine’s?” he asked, trying to put his mind on 
something pleasant. 

“Six o'clock in the morning,” his grandfather 
answered. “We may as well give our gifts now 
and not carry them back and forth.” 

“I got you the best I could,” Andy said, “but 
I’m disappointed 
about it.” 

His grandfather 
answered gently: “I 
won't be. It means I 
was in your thoughts 
and you gave me the 
best you could, with 
your love. That’s the 
way I give mine to 
you, and I don’t think 
you're going to be 
disappointed.” 

The car ran onto 


“This is super, Gramp!” 
Andy cried. “Let me off 
at the gate.” 


an icy stretch, and he stopped talking to hold 
it steady on the slab. A little later he said: 
“T’ve seen you look at that model shop. I know 
you want it. But I didn’t get it for you. My in- 
come this year won't let me spend much on 
anything we can do without. Besides, a piece of 
cake is better than the whole thing if you have 
to eat all you get at once. The workshop is like 
a big, three-layer cake, hard to take all at once. 
The shop has a lot of things that are dangerous 
to handle until you get to be an expert. Look 
at that box on the floor and see what you think.” 

Andy slid his hand carefully out of his pocket 
and propped the screw driver in its brown wrap- 
ping against the door beside him. He reached 
for the box. It was (Please turn to page 31) 
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“’Twas the night before Christmas, 
When all through the house 
Not a creature was stirring——” 
HE little red brick house waited and lis- 
tened and listened and waited. The snow 
fell on his slate roof, but what did he care? He 
waited and listened: “Pff-puff-swish, pff-puff- 
swish.” All he could hear was falling snow. 

He was a happy little red house, who lived be- 
tween two larger red brick houses—Mommy 
House on one side of him and Daddy House on 
the other. Inside he had a very happy little fam- 
ily, including a daddy, a mommy and two chil- 
dren, Ellen and Peter. All day Ellen and Peter 
had been very excited. They had laughed and 
jumped up and down and then laughed some 
more. The little red house wished that he could 
ask them why they were so excited, but he just 
couldn’t. He had to wait to see. ‘ 

Mommy and Daddy did the queerest things to 
him that day. They brought a funny little green 
tree in through his front door. It tickled him as 
Daddy dragged it across the front steps. The 
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The Little 


Red Brick 


By Harriette Green Ullrich 


little red house almost sneezed, but he held his 
nose in time to stop it. And Mommy kept hang- 
ing things on all his doors and windows—green 
branches with the prettiest red berries on them! 
The little red house felt so dressed up that he 
was sure he must be going to have a party inside, 
And the smells in his kitchen—they were so good 
that he just smacked his lips and sighed big sighs. 
There were sugar cookies and ginger-bread men, 
and what do you think—a pumpkin pie! 

But the most fun of all was when Daddy 
nailed up stockings on his chimney, a red one 
for Ellen and a green one for Peter. That tickled 
the little house too. Then Ellen and Peter kissed 
their daddy and mommy and scampered to bed. 
The only other time they ran to bed that fast 
and closed their eyes that quickly was when 
their grandma was coming the next day and 
they wanted morning to come quickly. But 
Grandma was already here. What could the 
reason be this time? 

After Ellen and Peter were asleep, Daddy and 
Mommy laughed a lot and they walked round 
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and round one spot in the living room of the 
little red house. They walked round that one spot 
for so long that the little red house began to 
feel a little bruised and wished they would walk 
some place else—just for a little while. Then 
they stopped and sat down in front of the fire. 
That made the little red house feel good. He 
loved it when everyone was at home and he 
was warm and cozy inside. 

After a while the little red house leaned over 
—just a little bit—and peeked into the hall 
window. There stood the prettiest Christmas 
tree he had ever seen! So that was what Mommy 
and Daddy had been doing. Then tonight must 
be Christmas Eve and they were helping Santa 
Claus trim the tree. They placed a lovely bright 
star on the highest branch and hung lots of red 
and blue and green balls on the tree. They even 
remembered to put some red-and-white candy 
canes on the branches. When the little red house 
was growing he had seen Christmas trees in 
the windows of Mommy House and Daddy 
House. But at last he had a tree of his very own. 


Mommy and Daddy put out the fire in the 
fireplace, turned out all the lights, and went to 
bed. It was very quiet outdoors except for the 
falling snow, which kept on saying, “Pff-puff- 
swish; pff-puff-swish.” 

“Tinkle!” What was that? “Tinkle-tinkle.” 
The little red house heard it again. It was louder. 
He looked up. There in the sky rode Santa Claus 
in a sleigh drawn by eight tiny reindeer. 

The little red house was beside himself with 
joy when Santa stopped on his very own roof and 
started down his very own chimney. He was 
glad the fire was out. And he was glad he had a 
nice big chimney, because Santa’s pack was so 
full that it almost got stuck in it. 

Santa filled both stockings and left two big 
packages beside the tree for Mommy and Daddy. 
Then he started back up the chimney to his 
sleigh. As he drove off, the red house leaned over 
—just a little, to take one more peek through the 
hall window. His living room looked very excit- 
ing. Roller skates and dolls’ heads poked out of 
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P 
his hand on the 
stranger’s shoulder 


Freedom 


What the Story Told Before 


Jet and Sarah Stockwell lived with their parents 
on a homestead. An orphan, Dave Jackson, lived with 
them. An Indian family , including Big Brother, Run- 
ning Deer, Moonflower, and their parents, lived across 
the creek. Big Brother and Running Deer brought the 
news that coyotes were killing their sheep. 

“Coyotes get sheep,” Running Deer said. “You get 
long whip—help drive coyotes away.” 

* Then they rode away to ask another neighbor boy, 
Tod Tanner, to help. Tod's father had a sawmill on 
his homestead. Nancy Tanner was Sarah’s friend. 

Watching a bird circling above the trees, Jet re- 
marked to Dave that he was as free as a bird. He could 
do just as he pleased! 

At dinner Mr. Stockwell said they had lost two sheep 
and sent Jet into the scrub country to look for them. 
Late in the afternoon Jet found a prairie dog that had 
been trapped. When he went to release it he found 
a note tied to it. The note said, “At trees near salt 
lick.” Was someone in trouble? If so, was Jet ‘‘as 
free as a bird”? Should he go back home and ride 
with the boys or must he answer the call for help? 
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Part Two 


I T WAS late afternoon. Jet was still in the scrub 
country, where he had gone on his pony to 
hunt for his father’s two sheep. He had not found 
the sheep or seen any signs of them. He sat on 
his pony and looked at the strange country around 
him. If he started home at that moment it would 
be long after sundown when he reached the 
cabin. Kutha seemed to sense this too, for he 
turned round and round twice before Jet could 
make him know they were not starting home. 

But that piece of paper which he had found 
wrapped around the stick and tied to the prairie 
dog’s leg had changed his plans. He turned the 
paper over in his hand. He read the words: “At 
trees—near salt lick.” The only other word was 
“leg.” Jet closed his lips in a firm, determined 
line and urged his pony on. He must find out, 
if he could, what the note meant. 
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Bless Each Little Child 


such things. He stood 
up in his stirrups and 


a clump of trees. If By Gail Brook Burket looked around in ev- 
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in this part of the 4 big droves of buffalo 
country Jet had never May all have happy hearts like ours licked the ground for 
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neighbor men may 
not ever have come this far into the scrub country. 
Jet had never been here before. Because of the 
uneven ground, the thistles, and the prairie dog 
holes, he had to keep Kutha to a slow walk. Little 
gusts of grayish, ill-smelling dust rose in puffs 
around the pony’s ankles. Jet’s eyes stung, his 
nostrils smarted, and his throat felt dry. 

But Jet’s eyes had stung before, his nostrils 
had smarted, and he had known thirst many 
times. He had experienced all these things when 
riding to the settlement, a two-day journey, in 
hot, dry weather. The feeling was not new to him. 
But there was a feeling inside of him that was 
new. At least he had not thought much about it 
before. It had been only that very morning he 
had told Dave: “I’m as free as a bird. I can do 
anything that I want to do.” 

Now here he was, in the late afternoon, riding 
farther and farther from home when he wanted 
very much to be going home. That little piece of 
paper in his pocket might mean anything—or 
nothing at all. It might be weeks old. Going to 
the grove would make him reach home late in 
the night. But the thought that someone out there 
might be needing help, overcame his desire to 
return home. Freedom then was not a personal 
thing, he decided; it included the other fellow. 

Jet squinted his eyes and wrinkled his fore- 
head as the questions crowded into his mind. 
He had thought he knew what freedom meant, 
that it was doing the things you wanted to do. 
His eyes brightened. At least he had chosen in 
his heart to go to find out if there was someone 
who needed help. No one had told him to go. 
Maybe that was freedom—or part of it, being 
able to choose the things you did or did not 
want to do. 

After a time he neared the grove. Then he sat 
up with a jerk. There before him was a long, low, 
barren strip of ground with a shallow, scooped- 
out appearance. The earth was smooth and hard. 
Little paths led into it from many directions. 
That was a salt lick all right. He had heard his 
father and his father’s friends talk about just 


come to it? 

He flicked Kutha’s neck with the rein; now 
that they had found the salt lick, they must go 
on to the trees. Already shadows had lengthened 
until inside the thicket it looked dark and mys- 
terious. Jet stopped his pony while they were 
still out in the open. He called in a loud voice, 
“Hello! Hello!” He waited, then called again, 
“Hello!” 


He almost fell off Kutha’s back when a voice 
within the shadows answered huskily, “Here.” 
Jet felt sure that if he had been riding bareback, 
his feet not firmly set in stirrups, he would have 
fallen to the ground. His breath came fast. Kutha 
twitched his ears backward, then forward, wait- 
ing for Jet’s orders to go on or to turn around 
and go back. 

Again the sound came hoarsely, “Here.” 

Jet straightened his shoulders. He took off his 
cap, put it on his head again, then tightened his 
knees on the pony’s sides. The pony walked 
straight into the shadows. “Coming,” Jet called. 


There was no answer, but he thought he heard 
a sob or groan. He never remembered having his 
heart pound so wildly. His throat felt dry. Perspi- 
ration stood in little beads on his forehead. But 
it was not because of warmth, for the air under 
the trees was cool. Kutha had not gone much 
more than a dozen steps when he stopped abrupt- 
ly and, lowering his head, nuzzled a body on the 
ground. Again that muffled sound—a sob—a 
hoarse cry. 

Jet jumped to the ground and slipped the 
knotted end of the bridle rein over his arm. The 
person on the ground tried to get up but fell 
back. Jet was frightened. He couldn’t deny it. 
He tried to think what his father would do, what 
his father would want him to do? Then his mind » 
cleared. He knew what his father would expect 
him to do. Quickly he was on his knees. He put 
his hand on the stranger’s shoulder. “Are you 
hurt?” he asked. 

Then Jet’s breath almost stopped. It was not 
a man that he had found but a boy—a boy near 

(Please turn to page 24) 
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HE good prophet Isaiah told the people: 

“God will send a savior to the world. 
Through the line of David a child shall be born, 
a son given. The government of man shall be 
upon His shoulders, and of His kingdom there 
shall be no end. His name shall be called Coun- 
selor, Prince of Peace.” 

“Through the line of David a savior shall 
come!” These were encouraging words spoken to 
a troubled people. King David was the best- 
loved king the Israelites had ever had. But it 
had been many, many years since his reign. The 
people had forgotten the God whom David 
worshiped, the God who had so often helped 
them in times past. When they forgot God their 
nation became weaker and weaker, enemies took 
more and more of their lands. Even as Isaiah 
was prophesying the nation of Northern Israel 
was destroyed by the Assyrians, and many of the 
Israelites were scattered abroad in foreign lands, 
where they were restless, quarrelsome, envious 
people. 

Oftentimes in years past men who lived close 
to God in the quiet of the wilderness had come 
down into the villages and cities of the Israelites 
to warn the people against sin and wickedness. 
These men had been prophets too. They had 
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Bethlehem 
Slept 
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begged their listeners to turn and follow the 
true God of Israel. But the people had paid little 
or no attention. 

But with Isaiah it was different. He was an 
educated man living in the city of Jerusalem. He 
was a man of culture, a husband and father, a 
man respected by the leaders of the city. The 
Lord spoke to Isaiah in a vision. He saw the 
goodness of God, and he knew then how people 
must live if they wished to be pleasing in God's 
sight. 

He told the people that greed, hate, and sin 
made people wicked, and that wicked people 
made wicked nations. He said further that no 
wicked nation could prosper or last long. He 
taught, saying, “For a nation to be good and 
strong, it must have men and women with clean, 
righteous, God-loving hearts.” 

Then Isaiah gave the world the greatest prom- 
ise that had yet come to man: “Through the line 
of David will come a savior, and He shall be 
called the Prince of Peace.” 

The people heard this promise and were 
cheered for a time. Many did change their ways. 
But time passed. Years, even centuries, came and 
went. And God’s promise as spoken by Isaiah 
was still unfulfilled. 
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In terms of years and men’s 
experience the world was old, 
the people were weary with 
longing, tired of uncertainty, 
burdened with doubt. Only 
small groups kept the faith, 
passing on from father to son, 
from generation to generation, 
the Lord’s promise. But those 
few watched and waited and 
prayed year after year. 

God works by divine plan 
and order. He works through 
men for the accomplishment of 
men’s good. People who love 
God and walk in His ways 
know and recognize God’s 
goodness. 

When Augustus Caesar, em- 
peror of Rome, gave the order 
that all people under his rule 
should return to the city or 
town from which their families 
had come and there write their 
names upon a tax list, no one 
considered disobeying the or- 
der. Caesar wanted taxes, and 
the lists of names were for the 
collector’s records. 

In Nazareth, a small village 
in a small province of the great 
Roman Empire, a carpenter 
named Joseph lived with his 
young wife Mary. Both Joseph 
and Mary were descendants of 
‘King David. They needed to 
go to Bethlehem to register, 
for that was the birthplace of 
King David. Joseph and Mary 
did not want to make a journey 
at that time. Had the choice 
been left to them, they could 
have named several reasons why 
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God is my help in every 
need; 

God does my every hunger 
feed; 

God walks beside me, guides 

my way 

Through every moment, 
night and day. 


they should stay at home. But 
the decision was not in their 
hands. Like the rest of the peo- 
ple they must obey the em- 
peror’s orders. 

Mary probably baked bread 
and wrapped it for the journey. 
Joseph strapped a blanket upon 
a small donkey. Mary was seat- 
ed on its back, while Joseph 
walked beside her and guided 
the donkey on its way. Down 
the rocky hills, across dusty 
plains, fording small streams, 
they made their way to Bethle- 
hem, sometimes called the City 
of David. . 

How quietly God’s plan un- 
folds! On a hillside near Beth- 
lehem a group of shepherds 
watched their flocks. They may 
have seen Joseph and Mary as 
they passed on the road below. 
Joseph and Mary may have seen 
the shepherds and waved to 
them, for they believed most 
shepherds were good, honest, 
and trustworthy men. Their 
kinsman King David had been 
a shepherd in his youth. It was 
in the quietness of the hills that 
David had come nearest to God, 
and perhaps it was he who 
wrote the “Shepherd’s Psalm,” 
which begins with the words 
“The Lord is my shepherd.” 


No words of greater love and 


devotion have ever been writ- 
ten. 

It was late when Joseph and 
Mary reached Bethlehem. The 
town was crowded with many 
people from many districts. All 


had come for the same pur- 
pose: to put their names on 
Caesar’s tax list. The inns, the 
homes, the public places were 
all full. Some people had even 
spread their blankets under the 
trees. Finally a man offered 
Joseph a stall in his stable. It 
had been swept clean and 
spread with fresh straw. 

It was quiet in the stable. No 
longer could Joseph and Mary 
hear men dickering with the 
innkeeper about beds and 
rooms, nor their angry argu- 
ments about high taxes. But 
after a time the noisy, jostling 
crowd became still, the streets 
were deserted. Bethlehem slept. 

On the hillside above the 
town a group of shepherds 
watched their flocks. They rest- 
ed on the ground, as was their 
custom. They may have been 
thinking or even talking in low 
tones about God’s promise to 
send a savior to the world. 

Suddenly an unusual bright- 
ness appeared in the sky. The 
hillside was flooded with ra- 
diant light. The shepherds 
jumped to their feet. They saw 
their flocks as if it had been 
midday. Then trembling with 
fear, they fell to the earth, their 
faces to the ground. 

“Be not afraid,” an angel 
said, standing close beside 
them, “for I bring you tidings 
of great joy that shall be to all 
people. Unto you is born this 
day in the city of David a 
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I now am wise, I now am 
true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, 
too. 

All things I am, can do, and 
be, 

Through Christ, the Truth 
that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be 
sick; 

God is my strength, unfail- 
ing, quick; 

God is my all, I know no 
fear, 

Since God and love and 
Truth are here. 

—Hannah More Kobaus. 


December 15 


HE Little Star wasn’t sure 
which he liked the better, 
nighttime or daytime. At night 
the big stars, the little stars, and 
the medium-sized stars all scat- 
tered sparkling diamond dust 
over the dark-velvet sky. Sometimes they are hid- 
den behind floating clouds, but they are there 
just the same. 

Little Star was one of the smallest stars, but he 
was very bright when he turned his shining face 
earthward. He tried to remember to shine bright- 
ly and keep twinkling all through the night. 

In the daytime Little Star had no tasks to do. 
Then he could watch the earth children at play. 
When they skipped rope he tried skipping too. It 
wasn’t much different from playing falling star 
at night when he became tired of simply twin- 
kling. By giving a big hop and skip at the end of 
a twinkle he would slide down in a flash. But he 
was careful not to skip too hard or he might fall 
so far that he couldn’t climb back again to his 
proper place in the sky. 

Because he liked the children so much, Little 
Star wanted to go to play with them. He decided 
to ask Lady Moon about it. She was wise, for she 
had traveled around the world many times. 

“Why shouldn’t I go?” he asked her. “I am 
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Little Star 


such a little star that no one will miss my light, 
it’s so tiny!” 

Lady Moon beamed kindly as she explained: 
“We all have our tasks to do. None of the stars 
gives much light; all are needed in the sky at 
night; not one can be spared. Now wash yout 
face so it will shine brightly.” ‘ 

Little Star obeyed, dipping into a rain cloud 
as it passed by. He wasn’t really naughty, only 
sometimes he forgot to remember about doing 
the right things. 

Hanging in his place beneath Twinkle an 
Twinkle, he watched the sun dip lower and lowet 
in the sky until it disappeared beyond the rim 
and the world became shadow dark. One by one 
the star lights winked and blinked as they started 
their nightly vigil. 

Twinkle and Twinkle made twin spots of light 
above him in the sky. They were his best star 
friends, hanging there so close. They were exactly 
alike. Everything about them was the same, even 
their names—Twinkle and Twinkle! 

Being somewhat larger than Little Star, they 
tried to look after him, telling him not to move 
around too much when he twinkled and to keep 
his bright face turned toward the earth below. 

But no one needed to remind. him to look 
downward this night! Little Star was certain 
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something special was going on below. He was 
so excited that he winked and blinked and twin- 
kled all over. 

“I think the children will sing tonight,” he told 
Twinkle and Twinkle. “They were running in 
and out of the meeting house all day. If we're 
very quiet perhaps we can hear them!” 

Sometimes, when the wind didn’t blow too 
hard and all was calm and quiet, the earth sounds 
floated right up to the stars for them to hear too. 

Everything was still now and the stars were 
shimmering brightly. Lady Moon beamed on 
Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star, and all the rest of 
them, murmuring softly, “You're like a thousand 
candles in the sky.” ; 

But Little Star didn’t hear her. He was too 
busy watching the meetinghouse 
so far below. The laughing 
voices of children rang out, but 
he couldn’t see through the win- 
dow. He leaned over farther 
and farther trying to peek in, 
almost standing on his head. 

“Be careful! Don’t lean over 
so far! You'll fall, Little Star,” 


cried out Twinkle and Twinkle 
in great alarm. 

And so he did! 

Right through space he 


whisked! The round ball of the 
earth grew bigger and bigger 
and bigger as the little star fell closer to it! He 
could plainly see the meetinghouse just below 
him now, and there, on its roof, is where he 


landed! 


Fortunately the roof was covered with soft 
snow, but it was slippery, and he slid right off to 
the window ledge. He tried to get his balance, 
but he was still spinning in circles. Over he 
rolled, in through the opened window, landing 
on the floor beside the children. 

For a moment Little Star did not realize what 
had happened. He couldn’t catch his breath and 
he was still dizzy. He heard a little girl talking. 

“Oh, see the bright little star! It must belong 
on the Christmas tree. Shall I put it there?” she 
asked the teacher. 

“Yes, dear, but hurry; your parents are wait- 
ing, and it is time for the program,” the teacher 
replied, as the child picked up the star with care- 

fingers. 

At first the bright-colored lights made Little 
Star blink, Then he saw that the Christmas tree 


The Seasons 
By William A. Clough 


Spring brings the daffodil, 
Summer the rose; 

Fall waves a goldenrod, 
Winter spreads snows. 


God made each season 
And everything in it; 

I know that’s the reason 
I love every minute. 


was like the cedars that grew in the forest, only 
this one was covered with glittering ornaments. 
There were gold and silver and colored balls, 
glistening icicles, sparkling tinsel. 

Everything was so bright! Little Star was 
frightened. He should not have come so far. He 
was lost! 

Then the music started. Little Star liked music. 
But he'd never heard anything quite like this be- 
fore. 

A chorus of children’s voices was singing 
Christmas carols, for it was Christmas Eve. He 
listened as the children sang about a newborn 
babe who lay in a manger and about the Wise 
Men who came bearing gifts. Watching in amaze- 
ment, Little Star saw the children pantomime the 
Christmas story, kneeling down 
in adoration beside the baby 
King. 
He wished that he too had a 
gift! What could a little star 
give at Christmas? 

But he did not have long to 
wonder. There were more num- 
bers on the program. In clear 
tones a child read some verses 
from the Bible telling about 
the shepherds upon the hillside 
on that long-ago Christmas Eve. 

It was a lovely story of how 
the Wise Men had been guided 
by the light of a great, shining star to the stable 
where the little Child lay dressed in swaddling 
clothes upon a manger bed. It was the most beau- 
tiful story in the world! 

Again the children’s chorus sang, but Little 
Star no longer minded that he was not one of 
them. Was he not a star? It was the light of a 
star that had guided the Wise Men on that first 
Christmas. 

Soon the program was over, and gay cries of 
“Merry Christmas” echoed in the hall. Parents 
bundled girls and boys into coats and mittens to 
return home. Soon they were all gone. 

After they had left and the lights were all out 
Little Star was still thinking of the Christmas 
story. When morning came he'd have a long 
climb home. He wasn’t even sure he could find 
the way. But he wasn’t thinking of that now. 

“I can never be that bright, for I’m only a 
tiny star. But I will keep myself shining always,” 
he beamed. 

Then he added (Please turn to page 23) 
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’T was Christmas Eve and the house was still, 
With snow piled high on the window sill; 
Smoldering ash in the fireplace lay 

Awaiting the breath of Christmas Day. 

The cat was asleep in his favorite place 

With a dreamy smile on his whiskered face. 
Santa had come like a flash of light 

And disappeared in the star-sprinkled night. 
Toys were heaped in a motley pile; 

For he was rushed—no time for style. 


Suddenly out of the toys’ mad sprawl 

Came a plaintive, sad little faraway call: 

“I'll be quite smashed if I stay down here 
With my dress all spoiled, oh, dear, oh, deat! 
I think we should move from this horrible pile 
And arrange ourselves with a little more style.” 
Then out stepped a doll so lovely and grand, 
Smoothing her dress with one little hand. - 
“Come, let us choose like sensible toys 

And decide who gets us—girls or boys. 


Of the choosing and 
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! Kathy S. Gibson 


still, | I'll be first, and I choose Sue, 
; | For she’s good and sweet and careful too.” 
|| So saying, she stood by Sue’s small sock 
i Which hung in the row ’neath the mantel clock. 


Then such a tumble you never knew 


e. As the toys each to his own place flew! 
“T’ll be Billy’s,” said the brand-new skates; 
it. And “I'll be Jane’s,” said the cups and plates. 


“Tl be Mary’s,” chirped the wee doll bed; 
And “I'll be John’s,” the airplane said. 

Each one chose for a reason too 

A girl who was honest, a boy who was true. 


P So saying, they stood where they chose to be 
dear! Beneath the socks and the Christmas tree. 
> pile } The drum trundled over with his two sticks 


Just as the mantel clock struck six. 

rand, The door burst open and the children trooped in 
aD With the usual, happy Christmas Day din. 
“Oh, look what Santa brought me,” they cried. 
As each one some new treasure spied. 
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San - ta’s bells ring sweet and clear, Jing - a - ling-a-ling, Jing - a- ling - a - ling. 
’Tis a sound we love to hear: Jing-a-ling-a-ling, they gai- ly ring. 
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g San -ta’s bells ring sweet and gay, Jing-a-ling-a-ling, Jing - a- ling - a - ling 
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| Hark! they’re com - ing down this way; 


Jing - a- ling - a - ling, 


he’s here! he’s herel 
=> > 


f 


$_ 


—_ 


~ 
Words and music by Ellen G. Parkhurst | 
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seems to be 


No end to joys that come 
to me. 
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Dear Boys and Girls: 


With gladness we celebrate the birthday of Jesus Christ. God sent us 
the gift of His Son to help us understand His great love for us all. As we 
wrap gay paper around our gifts to our family and friends, let us also wra 
thoughts of love and thankfulness and cheerfulness around them. This wi 
give us a special feeling of gladness. 

Would you like to keep this feeling of Christmas gladness all year? 
Being a member of the Good Words Booster Club and trying to follow its 
rules and the pledge is a happy way to keep this glad feeling. If you should 
like to join our club, send a card or letter to Barbara Benson, Secretary, 
Good Words Booster Club, WEE WisDoM, Lee’s Summit, Mo., and ask 
for an application blank. I shall enjoy sending one to you. 

“May your glad, merry Christmas just twinkle with fun 


And glisten with gladness before it is done; 
May it a with joys that will make all your year 


Just bub 


le right over with wonderful cheer.” 


Lovingly, 
Barbara Benson, Secretary. 


Dear Miss Benson: 1 have been 
getting Wee Wisdom for about 
three years, and I like it very much. 
I play with four boys all the time, 
and we have a little house where we 
get together every day and talk 
about God. We talk about every- 
thing that God gives us and about 
how good He is to us. I told my 
mother about this, and she sug- 
gested that we start a Good Words 
Booster Club. We do want to start 
one, so please send me some appli- 
cation blanks and a folder of sug- 
gestions. Please pray for us so that 
we may have a club. 

I love to go out by myself under 
the trees and talk to God. I know 
He can hear me, even though I do 
not talk out loud. Here is a little 
motto I like to repeat every day: “I 
will do my best, my very best, and 
I will do it every day.”—W. A. 

Welcome to our merry band 
of Boosters tried and true! I 


have mailed you the blanks and 
the folder, and I have given 


December 


your request for prayers to Si- 
lent Unity, our prayer group, 
and I shall be praying with 
them and with you, knowing 
that God is your help in making 
your club a successful, happy 
one. 

If any of you other readers 
should like to form a local club 
in your neighborhood or in your 
class at school or Sunday school, 
and if you will write me of your 
plans, I shall be delighted to 
help you. 


Dear Secretary: One Saturday not 
long ago Mother and I were stand- 
ing in line in a grocery store wait- 
ing to check put our groceries when 
an elderly woman came up behind 
us. We had two baskets to check, 
and she had only three items. All at 
once something made me turn 
around and ask Mother if the wom- 


an couldn’t check out her things be. 
fore we did. And come to find out, 
the woman really needed to get 
through the line quickly. Love 
works in strange ‘saa quiet ways, 
but it always works if we just let 
it—TJune. 

. Boosters all over the world, 
June, are learning, along with 
you, the joyous way of love. 
Love is the strongest force in 
the world, yet we do not see it 
any more than we see the wind 
that stirs the trees. Love is an- 
other name for God. The more 
we love the more we allow God 
to use our heart and mind to 
express Himself. 


a 


Dear Barbara Benson: | certaink 
am happy to be a member of a cl 
that helps boys and girls to be bet- 
ter in every way. Although I am 
becoming more thoughtful and 
more obedient toward my parents, 
I am far from perfect. I have just 
finished memorizing The Prayer of 
Faith, and it has proved to be a 
great help. 

We were having a test last week. 
I just couldn’t think of the answer 
to a very important question. I de- 
cided to ask God to help me and I 
said The Prayer of Faith, Suddenly 
I knew the answer.—Cathy. 

We are happy about your 
good record in school, Cathy. 
God expects us always to study 
the lesson and to do the very 
best we can. If we get nervous 
or afraid and we can’t think, 
prayer relieves the tension. 
Then if we really know our les- 
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son, we can think clearly and re- 
member what we have learned. 


a 


Dear Miss Benson: Thank you 
for the club pin. I like it very much. 
I believe The Prayer of Faith helps 
everyone who prays it. My mother 
thinks I have improved since I 
joined the club, and it is because I 
try to remember to act out the club 
pledge.—Jim (Canada). 

Your cheerful letter, Jim, en- 
courages us all to keep right on 
trying to act out our club pledge 
too. 
The club pin that Jim men- 
tions—on which is engraved the 
likeness of the three wise mon- 
keys—may be purchased by 
sending twenty-five cents to me. 
The monkeys help us remember 
to see only good, hear only 
good, and speak only good. 


a 


Dear Miss Benson: 1 haven't had 
any adventures like those experi- 
enced by many of the other children 
whose letters you have published, 
but it is nice being in the Good 
Words Booster Club. Every once in 
a while | say The Prayer of Faith 
just because it makes me feel good. 
Would you send me the club pin 
with the three monkeys? I am in- 
closing twenty-five cents for it. It 
sounds like a very nice pin, and I 
have always liked the figurine of 
the three monkeys.—Mar 


I should say, Mary, that you 
are having lovely adventures in 
happiness. Have you ever 
thought that perhaps the reason 
you do not have distressing situ- 
ations to meet is that you have 
asked God’s protection and care 
daily through prayer? If we 
pray, believing that our prayer 
will be answered, then we 
should receive God's blessing 
of health and happiness. It is 
much more pleasant to pray and 
have things go smoothly than to 
have them go bumping along 
and have to pray to get them 
straightened out, isn’t it? 


READERS WHO WANT YOU 
TO WRITE TO THEM 


For the past few months we 
have been receiving many more 
requests to have names printed in 
this column than we have space 
for. For this reason we are mak- 
ing the upper age limit 13 years. 
If your name is not here select a 
pen pal from the list below. 


Joyce Nimmo (11), Williams- 
burg, Md.; Joyce Shafer (11), 1102 
S. Woodland, Independence, Mo.; 
Marianne Bunge (12), Rte. 2, Mar- 
athon, Wis.; Betty Tucker (12), 
Rte. 1, Danville, Ky.; Eula Jones 
(12), Wauconda, Wash.; Wayne 
McCoy (12), Box 156, Glendale, 
Oreg.; David Gray (12), Box 294, 
Rainelle, W. Va.; James Dennison 
(13), Box 49, Troy, W. Va.; 
George Honold, Jr. (13), Box 43, 
Baileys Harbor, Wis.; Betty Lynde 
(11), Box 38, Gillette, Wyo.; Joe 
Piercey (11), Rte. 5, Humboldt, 
Tenn.; Shirley Dates (10), 1108 
Taylor Ave., Seattle 9, Wash.; Mary 
Anne Rhodee (10), 402 S. Concord 
Rd., Oconomowoc, Wis.; Nancy 
Lynde (9), Box 38, Gillette, Wyo.; 
Susanna Lee (9), Box 963, Ramo- 
na, Calif. 


Dear Barbara Benson: The other 
day I was playing with one of my 
friends. She got in a fight with her 
younger sister. I didn’t like to see 
them fight. I had to go home for a 
minute to get some os aly and 
on my way back I tried to think 
what a Good Words Booster would 
do. At first I felt I should go back 
and say something mean to them 
for fighting. But then I decided to 
go back and be real cheerful. I tried 
this plan, and before long every- 
thing was all right again. I was so 
happy.—V irginia. 

Thank you for sharing your 
helpful experience with us, Vir- 
ginia. As I read your letter I was 
reminded of this little verse 
which other club members have 
found helpful: 

“T'll just keep my thoughts hap- 
py and smile, 
' And soon those about me are 
doing the same, 
And thus I spread cheer all the 
while.” 


Little Star 
(Continued from page 17) 


solemnly: “Who knows? Per- 
haps I'll light the path for a 
traveler sometime. I’m glad I 
am a star. I'll never be dissatis- 
fied again!” 

Nodding dreamily, Little Star 
fell asleep, crowded among the 
glittering ornaments on the 
Christmas tree, sheltered among 
the fragrant cedar branches. 

And that is where Lady Moon 
found him when she peeked in 
at the window. Gently wrap- 
ping him in the soft folds of a 
moonbeam, she lifted the small 
star up without awakening him. 

As Lady Moon hung him 
back in his proper place in the 
sky she murmured: “I’m sure 
he'll remember this Christmas! 
Little Star must keep bright and 
shining, for that is the work of 
the stars. We all have our tasks 
to do the very best we can. Per- 
haps someone will be depend- 
ing on us,” she said. 

When = Little Star awoke 
hanging in his place beneath 
Twinkle and Twinkle he 
thought that surely he had been 
dreaming. Where was the gayly 
trimmed evergreen tree? Had- 
n't he gone to sleep nestled in 
the sweet-scented branches? 

Little Star wasn’t quite sure. 
Then he remembered the Christ- 
mas story. 

“It was such a beautiful sto- 
ry,” he said aloud, adding, “oh, 
I’m so glad I am a star!” 

Twinkle and Twinkle were 
very much surprised. 

“What do you mean?” they 
asked. “We thought you were 
tired of making starlight, that 
you wanted to play with the 
earth children instead.” 

“Oh, no!” twinkled Little 
Star. “I want to shine brightly! 
It’s Christmas!” 
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Our Stamp Collectors 


HE Bible tells us that when 
Jesus was born in Bethle- 
hem the voices of angels were 
heard singing, “Glory to God 
in the highest, and on earth 
peace, good will toward men.” 
The story of the first Christ- 
mas has inspired many beautiful 
songs, hymns, and carols. “Joy 
to the World,” “O Little Town 
of Bethlehem,” “Hark! the 
Herald Angels Sing,” “Jingle 
Bells,” “God Rest You, Merry 
Gentlemen,” “Adeste Fideles,” 
“We Three Kings of Orient 
Are”—these are but a few of 
the many joyous Christmas 
songs. But the most beautiful 
Christmas song of all, which is 
sung in every part of the world, 
is the beloved hymn “Silent 
Night.” 

The Austrian stamp that we 
illustrate pictures the two 
friends who wrote this immortal 
hymn in the year 1818. The 
Reverend Josef Mohr, assistant 
pastor of Saint Nicholas’s parish 
church in Oberndorf, Austria, 
wrote the words, and Franz 
Gruber, the organist of the 
parish, composed the music. 

Here is the fascinating story 
of how “Silent Night” came to 
be written: 


In the midst of preparations 


for the Christmas services in 


By Roland Rexroth 


NACHT HELGE NACHT 


Saint Nicholas’s Church the 
church organ broke down, and 
an organ builder was summoned 
from another village to repair 
it. He was unable to complete 
the repairs before Christmas 
Eve, and the only other musical 
instrument available for use in 
the church was a guitar owned 
by Franz Gruber, the organist. 
Since the dignified church music 
could hardly be played on a 
humble guitar, the pastor de- 
cided it would be necessary to 
have some music for the service 
that could be played on a guitar. 

Pastor Mohr had written a 
simple poem, “Stille Nacht, 
Heilige Nacht” (Silent Night, 
Holy Night). On the morning 
of December 24, 1818, he gave 
a copy of the poem to his friend 
Gruber, asking the organist to 


write for it a suitable melody 
arranged for two solo voices, 
chorus, and a guitar accompani- 
ment. Gruber at once began to 
work out the melody, and in a 
few short hours it was finished. 
That same evening, which was 
Christmas Eve, “Silent Night” 
was sung for the first time, 
Franz Gruber accompanying the 
singing on his guitar. 

The organ builder was so im- 
pressed with the tune that he 
memorized it and taught it to 
four children of the Strasser 
family in the village where he 
lived. The Strasser children had 
beautiful voices and were asked 
to sing for the king and queen 
of Saxony. When they sang 
“Silent Night” it proved to be 
the most popular song on the 
program. Before long the song 
was being sung throughout Ger- 
many and Austria, and it 
traveled quickly throughout the 
world. 

“Silent Night” has been 
translated into many different 
languages. Perhaps you would 
like to see the original German 
words for which Franz Gruber 
wrote the melody. Here they 
are: 
Stille Nacht, heilige Nacht! 
Alles schlaft, einsam wacht 
nur das traute, hochheilige 
Paar. 
Holder Knabe im _lockigen 
Haar, 
schlaf’ in himmlischer Rub’, 
schlaf’ in himmlischer Ruh’! 


Jet’s Freedom 
(Continued from page 13) 

his own size. His body was 
slender. A shoe lay on the 
ground near one of his feet and 
legs, which was badly swollen. 
“What happened?” Jet asked. 
“How did you get hurt?” He 
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pushed the hair back from the 
boy’s forehead. “Did you put 
the note around the stick and 
tie it to the prairie dog’s leg?” 

The boy nodded. He opened 
his lips but no sound came. Jet 
believed that he knew why. The 
boy’s throat and tongue were 
dry and parched from thirst. 


The two times he had said, 
“Here,” must have taken great 
effort. Jet wished that he had a 
canteen of water, but he didn't. 
Then his mind snapped into ac- 
tion. He must take the boy 
home with him. But how? Even 
though the stranger was about 
the size of Jet himself, Jet knew 
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he could not lift the injured boy 
up into the saddle. 

What could he do? Then 
Dave and some of Dave's do- 
ings came into Jet’s mind. Ever 
since Dave had come to live 
on the homestead he had been 
teaching Kutha new tricks. He 
wanted the pony to do the tricks 
he had seen the traders at the 
settlement teach their horses. 
Kutha had been quick to learn. 
Jet was proud to own such a 
smart horse. He put his arm 
around his pony’s neck and 
patted him lovingly. Then he 
pulled Kutha over until he 
stood beside the boy on the 
ground. Jet tapped the pony 
lightly on the head with his 
hand three times. “Down, 
Kutha,” he said, “down.” 

Kutha nosed Jet’s shoulder, 
then his forelegs buckled, and 
the next moment the pony was 
on his knees. Quickly Jet 
slipped his hands under the 
boy’s arms. “Roll over,” he com- 
manded, “‘I’ll help you into the 
saddle.” 


The boy turned on his side 
but cried out as he tried to drag 
his swollen leg. Jet eased him 
closer to the kneeling pony. 
“Come on,” he said, “while the 
pony’s down.” 

The boy reached out and got 
hold of the pommel of the 
saddle. He grabbed it with both 
hands. Then with a boost from 
Jet, the boy’s good foot and 
leg slipped across the seat and 
found the stirrup on the other 
side. He leaned forward in a 
crouched position. Jet helped 
him, and soon the boy was on 
the pony’s back. 

“Can you hold on?” Jet 
asked. The boy nodded. Jet 
leaned over and patted Kutha 
on the white star in the middle 
of his forehead. “Up, boy, up!” 
he said, twitching the rein. 


Table Blessing 
By Florence Taylor 


Dear God, may food and 
Christmas joy 

Be shared by every girl and 
boy; 

And bless us as we sing again: 

“Peace on the earth, good will 
to men.” 


Slowly the pony rose with his 
burden and stood quietly wait- 
ing for Jet’s next order. 

Jet was excited about his suc- 
cess. The boy was in the saddle! 
His injured foot was swollen 
too much to go into the stirrup 
though; that leg would hang 
loosely. But if the boy could 
hold on, the pony would carry 
him to the cabin. Jet picked up 
the shoe off the ground and tied 
it to the saddle. He turned and 
walked beside Kutha through 
the trees and out into the open. 
The sun had gone down. There 
was a hushed stillness over the 
scrub country. The evening star 
blinked in the sky. Jet wondered 
how many miles it was to the 
cabin and how long it would 
take him to walk it? 

He kept the rein looped over 
his arm. Kutha would go 
straight home, there was no 
fear about that. Jet walked close 
by the boy’s side, ready to give 
help if it were needed. But Jet 
learned that when walking on 
the ground the dust was worse 
even than when on the pony’s 
back. And after what seemed 
to be more than an hour of 
walking on stony, uneven 
ground his feet felt as if they 
had weights tied to them. 

The moon came up. Were 


‘Dave and Tod and the Indian 


boys loping across the fields and 
slopes cracking their long whips 
at the coyotes, frightening them 


until they would not come near 
the sheep range again? Had 
Mother set aside a hunk of corn 
pone and a mug of milk for 
him? Had Sarah thought to feed 
his old rooster which was shut 
up in the pen because he fought 
with the other chickens in the 
open? Who was the boy on 
Kutha’s back? Where was he 
from and where had he wanted 
to go? Where did the boy get 
the string that he tied to the 
stick, Jet wondered. He hadn’t 
seen any like it since coming to 
the new country. And how did 
the boy catch the prairie dog? 
Those little animals were vi- 
cious when cornered, quick as 
lightning, and not afraid to 
fight. 

The minutes dragged on. 
Kutha stumbled, almost fell, 
then righted himself. The boy 
slipped to one side; for a mo- 
ment Jet thought he was going 
to lose his balance. But quickly 
Jet put out an arm and helped 
him to stay on the pony’s back. 
Jet spoke to Kutha in low en- 
couraging tones. It was hard to 
keep smooth footing at night on 
such rough, uneven ground. 


Suddenly a sound, sharp and 
quick, made Jet jump. It was 
like the report of a gun. An- 
other—then another—and an- 
other. It couldn’t be—oh, it just 
couldn’t be——. 

But it was! Jet knew that 
what he had heard was the crack 
of long whips snapped in mid- 
air. And at that moment there 
came the faint sound of an In- 
dian whoop. Running Deer! Jet 
would know his friend’s voice 
any time, any place. His friends 
were not hunting coyotes along 
the creek—they were hunting 
him here in the scrub country! 

He took a deep breath. Then 
he whooped loud and long. He 
was answered with shouts and 
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yells and more whipcracking. 
The boys were getting closer, 
They had located him by the 


\ é a, sound of his yell. But he 
shouted again just to make sure, 

: 3 Bie Soon the boys were close enough 
SOON \ and the moon bright enough 
for Jet to see them. He whooped 
again, this time for sheer joy. 
The boys on the horses were 
closing in on him. 

“Did you get lost? What hap- 
pened? Why are you walking?” 
Questions flew. Then the boys 
saw the crouching figure on 
Kutha’s back, and they all 
jumped to the ground. 


“I found a boy—he’s hurt,” 
Jet said. “I’m taking him home 
with me.” 

The boy had slumped for- 
ward and was leaning heavily 
on the pommel of the saddle. 
He raised his head and a hoarse 
sound came from his lips, but | 
the boys understood nothing. | 
Dave, Tod, Running Deer, and | 
Big Brother, all offered Jet a 
horse to ride, and each one 
wanted to walk beside the boy 
the rest of the way. Big Brother 
insisted that he, being the old- 
est, should be the one to take 
over the responsibility of the in- 
jured boy. 

Jet climbed upon Big Broth- 
er’s horse. The Indian slipped 
Kutha’s rein over his arm. 
“Ride,” he shouted to the other a 
boys. 

After what seemed like a long t 
time they reached the cabin. Fa- b 

r 


ther was standing at the gate. 
Mother was sitting in the cabin 
door. Sarah was on the stone 


step. Jet was sorry to have wor- S 
ried them. He jumped off Big tl 
Brother’s horse and ran over to k 


his father. Quickly he explained ci 
what had kept him. Father and tl 
Big Brother carried the injured 
boy inside the cabin. Mother h 
ucnutnonenw sen) had seen the need and spread a tc 
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blanket on top the slab table. 
Everyone was eager to help. 
Mother brought a cup of water 
and a spoon, and little by little 
she moistened the boy’s dry lips 
and tongue. Father stirred the 
coals on the hearth and filled 
the kettle with water. Sarah 
warmed a pan of milk on the 
hot ashes. Tod brought the tub 
from the bench outside. Jet got 
a cloth, dipped it in a pan of 
water, and washed the dust and 
dirt from the boy’s face. 
Father and Big Brother ex- 
amined the boy’s foot and leg. 
Jet and Tod and Dave and Run- 
ning Deer stood close by and 
watched. Finally Father an- 
nounced: “No bones broken, 
but the boy’s had a bad sprain. 
His knees and hands are bruised 
and cut from crawling. But the 
worst thing that ails him is lack 
of food and water. Soft brown 
eyes looked up from the table 
into the faces of new friends. 
They were all happy that the 
boy’s injury was no worse. Soon 
he was sitting on the bench be- 
fore the hearth, his foot and 
ankle deep in the tub of warm 
water, and a mug of warm milk 
inside of him. He was able to 


-talk slowly. “I’m Jimmy Larkin 


—been fourteen since last 
month.” 

“How did you sprain your 
ankle?” Mother asked. 

“I tied my horse to a tree, 
then climbed the tree. A limb 
broke an’ I fell. That frightened 
the horse—he broke loose and 
ran away.” 

The five boys and Sarah were 
sitting on the floor in front of 
the tub. “What I want to 
know,” Jet said, “is how you 
caught that prairie dog and tied 
the string to its leg?” 

Jimmy’s eyes clouded. “I gave 
him my last bite of bread. It 
took him two days though to 


By Nell Holbert 


Sugar and spice and everything nice—that’s what we shall 


use in these holiday goodies. 


Date-Nut Bars 


1 cup nut meats, chopped 
1 cup sugar 
3 teaspoons baking powder 


1 pound dates, cut fine 
3 eggs, beaten separately 
11/, cups flour 


1 teaspoon vanilla 


e@ Mix in the order given. Put mixture in square pans and bake 
in slow oven about 30 minutes (350° F.). Cut immediately. When 
cool, put date-nut bars in a bag of powdered sugar and shake. 


Brown-Sugar Fudge 


2 cups brown sugar 
1 cup granulated sugar 


1 cup nut meats, cut fine 
1 cup milk 


1 tablespoon butter 


@ Boil all ingredients together until mixture forms a very soft 
ball in cold water. Remove from fire. Add one teaspoon vanilla 
and beat until mixture begins to cream. Stir in nut meats, and 


pour into buttered pans to cool. 


Sea Foam 


2 cups granulated sugar 
14 cup water 


cup sirup 
14 cup nut meats 


e Boil until it threads, then add the whites of two eggs, beaten 
stiff. Add nut meats and beat until stiff. Pour into a buttered dish. 


Cut into squares. 


make up his mind to take it.” 

Jimmy rested for a little 
while, then went on. “I propped 
up one side of my hat with a 
little stick, put the piece of 


bread under the hat, then 


waited. Several times when the 
prairie dog almost went under, 
I dug my fingers in the ground 


to keep from snatching the 
bread, I was so hungry. But I'd 
fixed the note—I had to take the 
chance. Finally—the second day 
—the prairie dog went under 
for the bread. I flipped the stick, 
and he was caught.” 

“How many days since you 

(Please turn to page 32) 
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Christmas Decorations 


Lucile Rosencrans 


4 

4 fo le 

4 

A 


4 er make the candy cup carefully remove the cork from a bottle 
cap. Cut three petal stems from red paper. Place them criss- 
cross in the bottle cap and press the cork back in place. Fold the 
petals slightly downward. Fill the cup with yellow candies. 

To make the place card cut a 3-inch scalloped circle from heavy 
white paper. Prick the edge with a pin to give the effect of lace. 
Cut poinsettia and bowl from white paper. Color the bowl red, 
stem and leaves green, poinsettia red with yellow center. Thrust 
through slit and bend at dotted line. Write the guest’s name on 
the doily. 


a 28 December 


The Stars on 
Crooked Street 


(Continued from page 7) 


went outside the shop and 
looked at the tree. Each little 
star seemed to call out a greet- 
ing of love and friendliness to 
every passer-by. Soon a crowd 
gathered, smiling and talking 
and reading the names. 

Unseen back inside, Bruce 
and Minette watched the faces 
of those who stopped to look. 
Suddenly Bruce stiffened, for 
Tuffy Berlowitz had edged up 
to the window and was looking 
in. At first there was the old 
sneer on his face, but as he be- 
gan searching and reading the 
mames on the stars his face 
changed. A tiny hint of a smile 
mixed with hope replaced the 
sneer, and Bruce knew that he 
really saw Tuffy Berlowitz for 
the first time. 

As Bruce watched Tuffy 


searching, searching, a feeling 


of hot shame poured through 
him. Tuffy did not have a star; 
Bruce knew, for he had not 
made one. : 

Finally Tuffy turned away 
with a shrug of his shoulders, 


and loneliness and heartache’ 


was spread across his face. He 
hunched down into his thin coat 
and started down the street. 

With a low cry Bruce ran to 
the door and raced after Tuffy. 
All the hate he had felt was 
gone as he grabbed Tuffy’s arm. 

“Tuffy, don’t go "way. Come 
back with me, and we'll make 
you a star. More than anybody 
I want you to have one. Honest 
I do!” 

Tuffy jerked his arm away. 
“Oh, yeah?” he said bitterly. 
“Then how come you didn't 
make it first?” 

“Well, because—because 
——” Bruce stammered. Then 


he threw back his shoulders and 
looked straight at Tuffy. “Be- 
cause I didn’t like you, that’s 
why. You called me baby sitter 
and other names because I had 
to look after Minette. I'll just 
bet you'd like to have a sister to 
look after. And you tried to 
start fights when you knew I'd 
get in bad. Now didn’t you?” 

“So what if I did?” Tuffy 
challenged. “You acted so high 
and mighty. Hating everybody 
and everything on Crooked 
Street. Like you was better ’n 
us. We ain’t so bad.” 

Bruce felt the old anger boil 
up in him at the truth of Tuffy’s 
words. He doubled up his fists. 
The boys seemed to be alone on 
the crowded street as they stared 
at each other. Suddenly as Bruce 
looked into Tuffy’s dark, un- 
friendly eyes he heard again the 
echo of Mr. Tuley’s words: 
“Peace, good will to all men 
everywhere.” That meant on 
Crooked Street too. It even 
meant Tuffy and Bruce. 

With a slow, understanding 
grin Bruce relaxed. He reached 
for Tuffy’s hand. “Aw, come on 
back—and let’s be friends. May- 
be we were both wrong!” 


For a long, long moment 
Tuffy stood unbending, search- 
ing Bruce’s face. At last with a 
smile of forgiveness he took the. 
offered hand. 

Together they started back 
to make a star. 

In front of Mr. Tuley’s Tin 
Shop someone began singing 
the old familiar words of “Si- 
lent Night,” and all up and 
down Crooked Street the melo- 
dy was carried by friendly 
voices. And the light from the 
little stars shone out from the 
window, far out across the way, 
and their glory lighted the old 
Street, even where it was lost 
along the river. 


Whiurling Stars 


By Glenn Morgan 


¥ OUR friends will think there is magic in this little stick and 
star. If you rub a pencil lightly back and forth across the 
notches on the stick and say “Merry Christmas” the star will whirl 
around. Then if you say “Happy new year” the star will stop and 
whirl the other way. Let your friends watch you and see if they can 
tell how it is done. 

First make the stick and star. For the stick take a light wooden 
stick 14 inch square and 10 inches long. Cut evenly spaced notches 
along one edge (as in B). Round off each end of the stick slightly. 
Cut a star (as in A) about 2 inches across. The star can be of thin 
stiff cardboard or tin. In the exact center of the star make a hole 
large enough so that the star will turn easily on a round nail (as in 
C). Drive the nail carefully into the exact center of the end of the 
stick. Pull it out, put the star on it, and drive it into the stick again, 
but allow play for the star to spin freely. 

Now hold the stick with one hand (as in E) and rub the pen- 
cil lightly back and forth along the length of the stick-to make the 
star spin. 

The magic is accomplished by rubbing the pencil over the 
notches on one side of the stick; then rubbing them over the 
notches on the other side. Practice this before you try it before your 
friends. 

__ Use a propeller blade instead of a star if you care to (as in D). 
The blade should be 234 inches long. 

If your star does not work too well after a while, cut the 
notches deeper, for they have probably become worn. Then your 
toy will spin like new. 
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Christmas Fun 
By Marilyn Nuzzo (8 years) 
New Haven, Conn. 


When Christmas comes 
We all have fun 
Buying presents 
One by one. 


When Christmas comes 
Santa comes too. 

He brings lots of nice gifts 
For me and you. 


a 


My Home State 
By L Lindsey (11 
Wichita, Kens. 


When you're in Kansas on the 
plains, 

You see so many different things: 

Cattle grazing, sometimes gazing; 

Calves a-bawling, mothers calling, 

Little farms and big red barns, 

Wallowing hogs in muddy bogs; 

And below the Kansas soil 

Is that wonderful thing called oil. 


a 


When I Grow Up 
By Rachel Ann Wenger 
(10 years) 
Columbiana, Ohio 


When I grow up I want to be 

A housekeeper especially. 

I'll make the beds, I'll scrub the 
floor, 

And sweep the dust right out the 
door. 

I'll wash the clothes so clean and 
white 

And iron and mend them up just 
right. 

Most every day I'll bake a cake; 

And lots of goodies I will make. 

But at least two daughters is my 
wish, 

So I won't have to wash a dish! 


30 December 


Stampede 
By Milo Don Appleman 
(11 years) 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


Dashing over the prairie at tremen- 
dous speed, 

Over “ plains—it’s a buffalo stam- 

e. 

Stolk halen. hoofs to match, 

In autumn, hair in a patch; 

Heads down low, humps up high 

Make a black line across the sky. 

Small hips, big chest-— 

Is a bull at his best. 

Heaving, turning, twisting, pawing, 

Bellowing, kicking, bucking, gnaw- 
ing— 

Then it passes. All is still 

Over rock and over rill. 


a 


Two Little Kittens 
By Julia Goetz (11 years) 
renton, Ont., Canada 
One little kitten was playing with a 
b 


The other little kitten wasn’t play- 
ing at all. 

The kitten that wasn’t playing 
asked, “Can I play too?” 

The other little kitten cried, ‘“‘Oh, 
yes, please do!” 

Bas romped and they played, 

And what a mess they made! 

Their mistress saw them and scold- 
ed them too, 

But she forgave them then—would- 
n't you? 


The Moon 
By j: S. O. Ross (9 years) 
dinburgh, Scotland 
The moon creeps over the sky to- 


night 

With lovely soft and silvery light; 

She slips Haas the stars without a 
soun 

And —— pours her rays on the 
ground. 


The First Christmas 
By Anna Mae Levan (10 years) 
Ashland, Pa. 


I like to think of when the dear 
Child was born, 


In the manger one December morn; © 


The three Wise Men came from 
afar, 

Following the one bright star. 

They brought many gifts, and this 
is the wa 

That we celebrate Christmas Day. 


a 
The Party 
By Dawn Harper (10 years) 
Saginaw, Mich. 

Miss Gibson and Miss Patty Lee 
Got all dressed up to visit me; 
They dressed up in their gowns of 

silk 
And came to a party of bread, jam, 

and milk. 
Now dainty young Miss Patty Lee 
Went to the closet my clothes to 


see. 
Now the door was locked, and I'd 
lost the key— 
I wondered if she’d be mad at me. 
But in a moment's time or so 
I asked her and she answered no. 
So then we played and had a happy 


time 

And went in the kitchen and drank 
lemon-lime; 

We had some salad and a hot-dog 


un. 

But pretty soon the day was done, 
And I said good-by in a sorry way, 
Because that was the end of a lovely 


day. 
a 
My Little Dog 
B Anne Kinney (6 years) 
uckahoe, N. Y. 
I have a little dog 
That I won’t sell, 


Because he’s my little dog 
That I like well. 


| 


WEE 
| 


Christmas 
By Dana Grafton (12 years) 
Sunnyvale, Calif. 


’T was the night before Christmas, 
The house was all still 

When suddenly a sled appeared 
Flying over the hill. 


It came down from the sky 
And stopped at our door; 
Out jumped Saint Nick, 
His laughter a roar. 


He came into the house 

And looked through his toys; 
What should he give 

To these good girls and boys? 


Carefully he took out 
A train and a book, 
Then a nice set of dishes 

For a good little cook; 


A doll and an airplane, 
A game and a ball; 

Some more toys and fruits, 
And that was quite all. 


He took one last look 

And closed up his sack, 
Smiled a prot 

And left with his pack. 


a 


My Shoes 
By Barbara Frances Estep 
(12 years) 
Logan, W. Va. 


shoes were once 
shiny, fine, and new. 
They went to church and then to 
school, 
As shoes most always do. 
But skates and mud and wear and 
tear 
Have changed them, I would say; 
It makes them look as if they'd had 
Many a busy day. 


a 


My Nice Little Nap 
By Avery Dickinson (9 years) 
Bloomfield, N. J. 


Once I was taking a nice little nap; 


Then in came my dog, and I gave © 


him a pat. 

Out went my dog, content with his 
pat; 

Then I continued my nice little nap. 


Editor’s Note 


What to send us for these pages: 
Your own stories and poems. 
Please do not copy. 


When to send it: At least four 
months before the number it 
is to be used in. If your poem 
or story is for May, send it 
now. 


How to prepare it: Write plainly. 
Give your name, address, and 
age. Inclose a note from a par- 
ent or teacher assuring us that 
the work is your own, not 
copied. Stories should not be 
longer than 250 words. 


Where to send it: Address your 
letter to Wee Wisdom Writ- 
er’s Guild, Lee’s Summit, Mo. 


Who can have his work pub- 
lished: Any reader under fif- 
teen years of age who has not 
had his work published on 
these pages within a year. 
We regret that we cannot re- 

turn unused contributions. 
Parents and Teachers: Please be 

sure that work sent in by boys 
or girls under your supervision is 
not copied. We check to the best 
of our ability but need your help 
to avoid publishing copied work. 

Whenever work is found to have 

been copied correction must be 

made on these pages. 


Jack Frost 
By Margaret Paine (8 years) 
Chappaqua, N. Y. 


Jack Frost came 
One winter night 
And made my pane 
All silvery white. 


a 


Christmas Eve 
By Dora Jacroux (9 years) 
Honolulu, Hawaii 


When Christmas Eve is here 
Everyone is full of cheer, 
Father, Mother, Baby dear. 


Now the tree is very bright, 

Sparkling, glistening through the 
night, 

Refusing to put out its light! 


Happy Christmas, 


Everyone! 
(Continued from page 9) 


heavy, but he got it up and 
stripped off the paper. It looked 
like a small suitcase, and a stub- 
by little key hung to its handle. 
He put the key in the lock and 
turned it. The box opened. 
There in his lap, new and shin- 
ing and beautifully arranged, 
was a big ratchet brace with 
twelve of the sharpest-looking 
bits he had ever seen! The larg- 
est was just what he needed 
to drill the hole for his grand- 
father’s screw driver! 

Andy’s spirits rose light and 
swift. Now he could give his 
gift the way he wanted to! 

“This is super, Gramp!” he 
cried. “Let me off at the gate 
and come see your present when 
you get the car put up, will 
you?” 

He raced into the barn, back . 
to the workbench. He opened 
his new set and fit the biggest 
bit into the brace and placed it 
against the mark on the tool 
board. He leaned his chest 
against the handle and turned 
slowly. The bit ate deep and the 
wood curled out, sweet smell- 
ing. The bit went through with 
a plop. The hole was big and 
clean. It slanted a little too 
much at the back, but it would 
hold the screw driver safely in 
place. He took the paper off the 
screw driver and thrust it in 
just as his grandfather appeared 
in the doorway, smiling and 
eager as anyone should be who 
is going to get a Christmas 
present. 

“Merry Christmas, Gramp!”’ 
he called. ““There—in the hole 
I made for it with my new 
brace and bit! They're beauties. 

(Please turn to page 32) 
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AST summer the wife and 
children of my _ nearest 
neighbor were away for an in- 
definite time, and during that 
time their pet Tiny, a toy terrier, 
was left at home with the 
children’s father. The father 
worked long hours, and Tiny 
was lonesome, so she started 
seeking new friends. I became 
attached to this happy little pet 
and was indeed glad that I 
could be a friend to the little 
creature in need. 

Tiny was loving and appre- 
ciative, and she soon sensed my 
need of a loyal watchdog at my 
door! She always warned me 
well in advance of the approach 
of visitors, and in many ways 
she showed her appreciation of 
the care I lovingly gave her. Re- 
gardless of what part of the 
house I was in she seemed al- 
ways to be near at hand, and 
if I even as much as looked her 
way she wagged her stubby lit- 
tle tail and “smiled” a happy 
thank-you. 

I have learned from this lit- 


USE THIS BLANK TO ORDER WEE WISDOM 


WEE WISDOM, 
Lee’s Summit, Missouri 


I inclose $2 for a year’s subscription for WEE WISDOM as a gift to 


my friend. 
Friend's name 


tle friend that it pays to show 
my appreciation for what is 
done for me. 

Send your letters about your 
pets to WEE Wispom, Lee’s 
Summit, Mo. Be sure to give 
your name, age, and address. 

Dear Editor: 1 am a little boy five 

years old and go to kindergarten. 


My mother reads the pet page to 
me, and she is writing my letter for 


me. 

I would like to tell you about our 
dog. His name is Partner. He 
is black and white and is quite 
small. He does tricks, sits up, 
speaks, walks on his back legs and 
can play hide-and-seek. He can also 
retend that he is dead. He lies on 
is back on the floor with his eyes 
shut and does not move or wag his 
tail until I call him. He is very kind, 
and I like him very much.—Henry 

Cote. 

a 


Dear Editor: 1 enjoy reading 
about other children’s pets, so I 
want them to hear about my dog. 
Her name is Princess, and she is a 
cocker spaniel. Although she is only 
one year old she has already been to 
a dog school. 


Street 


City 


State 


My name 
Street _.... 


State 


City 


Please indicate postal zone number, if cities are so divided. weta-a9 


I love her so much I had a birth. 
day party for her. Eleven dogs were 
invited and nine came. For refresh- 
ments there were “dog-food cake” 
and dog biscuits. She received many 
nice gifts. I love her very much, 
—Karen Putnam. 


Jet’s Freedom 


(Continued from page 27) 


left home?” Sarah asked. 

Jimmy held up five fingers. 

“Where were you going?” 
Tod wanted to know. 

“I was helping the pony ex- 
press,” Jimmy said. 

“Pony express!” Dave te- 
peated. “What's that?” 

Jimmy started to explain, but 
Mother told him: ‘Don’t strain 
your throat. You'd better not 
talk any more now; wait until 
morning.” 

(To be continued) 


Happy Christmas, 


Everyone! 
(Continued from page 31) 


Thanks a million!” 

It was almost as if he had 
said, “Merry Christmas, every- 
one!’ He was not ashamed of 
himself any more. He _ had 
things straightened out. The 
model shop was nothing to 
brood over but was something 
to work for and learn to use; 
and buying the tools for it one 
at a time would give him a 
chance to become expert with 
each. He needed practice with 
his brace and bits if he expected 
the holes he made to be true and 
right. 

He smiled at his grandfather 
who was holding the screw 
driver and turning it so that the 
light ran along the metal in 
shining lines. His grandfather 
smiled too. This was a vety 
happy Christmas! 


What Cam Dot Do? | 

| 
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Christmas Gifts 
By Violet Thomas Hartmann 


Old Santa brought gifts for every- 
one; 

Guess what they are—it’s lots of 
fun! 


For Carol were books and candied 
dates, 
But best of all some new ice 


I wonder what Santa brought our 
Bess? 
Unwrapping her box, she found a 


Right under the tree for little Ted 
There was a new and shining - - - -. 


For Donny—to make things really 
hum 
He got what he wanted, a dandy 


Tied high on the tree with a silver 
string 
Was a box for Mother that held a 


And under the branches all aglow 
For Dad was wrapped a - - - - - ‘ 


Old Santa had gifts enough for all, 
For Grandpa some slippers, for 
Grandma a -- --- 


Bible Quiz 
By Enola Chamberlin 


Are these statements true or 
= Can you mark them correct- 
y? 

If you do not know whether they 
are true or false, read the 5th, 6th, 
7th, 8th, and 9th chapters of Gene- 
sis in the Bible. 

1. The ark was a sailboat. 

2. The waters of the flood were 
upon the world for 150 days. 

3. The rainbow foretold the 
coming of the flood. : 

4. The sons of Noah were 
Shem, Ham, and Japheth. 


5. The ark was made of olive 
wood. 

6. The ark had three stories. 

7. It rained on the earth for 
forty days and forty nights. 

8. Noah sent forth a raven and 
a dove from the ark. 

9. The raven brought back an 
olive leaf. R 


How Many Holes? 
By Alice Crowell Hoffman 
Sally hung her stocking up; 
A hole was in the toe, 
Another hole was in the heel: 
I wonder if you know 
How many holes there really were— 
Oh, doesn’t this sound shock- 
ing ?— 
In the stocking Sally chose 
To be her Christmas stocking? 


Whirling Riddle 
By Marie White 
I've been here since time began. 
I’m round just like a ball; 
I’m whirling faster than a top, 
Yet you wouldn’t know it at all. 


I always spin from west to east; 
Around and round I go. 
You're always walking on my 
face— 
What am I, do you know? 
(Answers inside back cover) 


The Little Red Brick 


House 
(Continued from page 11) 
the stockings and goodness 
knows what was in all those 

packages around the tree! 
Just as the little red house 


' settled back and closed his eyes, 


he heard Santa call to him: 
“Merry Christmas to all, 
And to all a good-night.” 


ison 
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1 THIS IS 


Redrawn by Dorothy Wagstaff 


If you are under 15 years of age you may submit your paper doll for this page. Each doll 
must be accompanied by a note from a teacher or parent stating that the work is original. 
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While Bethlehem 
Slept 
(Continued from page 15) 


savior, who is Christ the Lord.” 

Then the voices of many an- 
gels filled the air with the heav- 
enly song: “Glory to God in 
the highest, and on earth peace, 
good will toward men.” 

The music ceased, and the 
angel told the shepherds: “This 
shall be a sign unto you. You 
shall find the babe wrapped in 
swaddling clothes and lying in 
a manger.” 

Then the angel was gone. 
Slowly the shepherds rose from 
the ground. “Let us go into 
Bethlehem and see this thing 
which has come to pass,” they 
reasoned. 

In the early morning, at the 
edge of town, they found Jo- 
seph and Mary watching over 
their newborn son as He lay 
wrapped in swaddling clothes 
on fresh straw in the manger. 

“The Savior!” the shepherds 
cried. 

While Bethlehem slept God 
had fulfilled His promise. 


Answers to Puzzles 
Christmas Gifts 


Skates, dress, sled, drum, ring, 
radio, shawl. 


Bible Quiz 
1. False. 2. True. 3. False. 4. 


True. 5. False. 6. True. 7. True. 8. 
True. 9. False. 


How Many Holes? 


Three. One in the heel, one in 
the toe, and one at the top, where 
she put her foot in. 


Whirling Riddle. 
Earth. 


SPECIAL GIFT REMEMBRANCES 
FOR FRIENDS— 
UNITY GREETING BOOKLETS 


Unity School of Christian- 
ity publishes a number of 
attractive gift booklets, 
which many persons like 
to send to friends at 
Christmas time and on 
other occasions through- 
out the year. Unity greet- 
ing booklets contain 
poems, stories, articles, or 
meditations; always the 
“greeting” is helpful and 
uplifting. 


The booklets selected as especially appropriate for 
Christmas giving are these: 


Are You Getting All You Want from Life?, 

Challenge of the Dawn, Christmas Blessing, The 

Christmas Spirit, First Things First, Gifts for the 

Christ, The Gift Imperishable, God Is Blessing 

You Now, Holy Bread, Mental Equivalent, Recipes 
for Living, White as Cotton. 


Unity greeting booklets are artistic, colorful, and 
printed on fine paper. They are 33/4, by 57 inches in 
size, and with them come attractive mailing envelopes 
requiring only one and one-half cents postage. (Book- 
lets are sent to you for remailing; we do not address 
them individually to your friends.) 


Price of the booklets, 10 cents each; 12 assorted for $1 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
LEE’S SUMMIT, MISSOURI 


age ||. 


’T is Christmas Eve, and at the door 
Stands Santa’s full-packed sleigh, 
His reindeer eager for the word 


To start them on their way. 


But Santa wishes to make sure She pats old Santa’s cheek and says: 
That nothing’s left behind; “I know just what you mean; 

That Christmas morning every child This big sack’s filled with copies of 
His cherished gift shall find. Wee Wisdom magazine.” 

He turns to Mrs. Claus and asks: Then Santa grins at Mrs. Claus; 
“Are you quite sure, my dear, “That’s all I want to know- 

That every order has been filled Thanks for all your help, my dear— 
And every gift is here?” And now away I go.” 


Better follow Santa’s example and check your list to see if you have ordered all the Wee 
Wisdom subscriptions you planned to send as Christmas gifts. If you have missed any, get your 
order off today so that your friends may receive their first copy in time for Christmas. When 


you give Wee Wisdom, you make Christmas come again every month for a whole year, twelve 
fascinating gifts for only $2. 
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